I Am A Fugitive From a Fang Gang 


Claudia's skin crawls as Bruce wraps his arm around her shoulders. She had 
never felt anything like it as a vampire, but she remembers this 
uncomfortable prickle from her human years. The tightness in her stomach 
too. And her chest. She had felt like this a Jot as a human. She'd thought she 
wouldn't forget it if she lived to be five thousand years old, yet here she is, 
caught off guard. 


When he asks how old she is, the prickle intensifies. Honestly, she had been 
considering having sex with him- a vampire outside her "family"! And cute!- 
but now everything in her is instinctually repulsed. She answers, "A 
hundred and four", trying to sound as cool and confident as if it were true. 


If Bruce is intimidated, it doesn't show. "I've always liked older women." 


She can't take it anymore. In the blink of an eye, she zips out from under his 
arm to what feels like a safe distance. "You're gettin’ a little close there, 
Bruce." 


There's barely time to register his change of expression before he's next to 
her, covering her "safe distance" even faster than she had. Claudia feels 
more than hears a snap inside her leg as the ground rushes up at her face. 


She stares in uncomprehending animal terror as Bruce rants about 
something she doesn't particularly hear and doesn't particularly care to 
hear. The agony, the sort of agony that undeath was supposed to protect 
her from, has washed her mind into a blank space between her ears. It's not 
getting worse, though. In fact, something extraordinary is happening- she 
can feel the bone begin to knit back together through an itch that reminds 
her of her toes warming up after a frigid day outdoors. Having never before 
been seriously injured as a vampire, Claudia has no idea if she's supposed to 
heal this fast. What's becoming clearer is that as the pain subsides a bit, her 
shock and disbelief sink beneath a tide of something more bracing. Rage 
fills her. 


Claudia digs her talons into the soil, a fantasy flashing before her mind's eye 
of making him eat that damn book he's waving around, as Bruce plants a leg 
on either side of her and undoes his fly.Who the fuck does this bellycrawling 
cretin think he is? He may have fought in a global war, but she grew up on 
the streets of Storyville. She is the vampiric child of the Devil of New 
Orleans. A bright, blazing clarity blooms, not so much replacing the terror 
as living alongside it. And still that bone reknits. 


She's now slicing deep grooves in the ground beneath her. As Bruce leans 
over, reaching for her skirt, she swings her good leg up, almost lifting him 
as her shin makes contact with his groin. The look on his face- if only she 
could frame that and put it on a wall. 


Claudia buries both sets of talons in his cheeks and levers him to the 
ground, rolling over and pinning him with her thighs as her fangs sink into 
his throat. 


Greats gouts of blood practically sing as they funnel down her throat. It 
reminds her of that first taste of Lestat's blood on the night she was made; a 
vitality, a lifeforce washing away all pain and doubt. Bruce grunts, prying 
her off his neck and flipping her completely over the campfire to crash down 
on the other side. Fresh agony snaps her out of bliss. 


He's yelling something she doesn't bother to decipher. The sound Dopplers 
eerily as he rushes around the fire, but this time, she's ready for him. First, 
by throwing a fistful of dirt into his face. Second, by shredding the tendons 
in his ankles with her talons. 


Bruce stumbles toward the fire. HIs eyes, so gormless all night long, watch 
her like a fox searching for a way into the henhouse. What Claudia really 
wants is another taste of that full-bodied red, but she knows better than to 
try for it. Instead, she rolls to a kneeling position and lashes out once again 
with her good leg, kicking him into the fire. 


It takes a surprisingly long time for the screaming to stop. Claudia licks his 
blood off of her lips, then her chin, then her talons as she watches the 
bastard burn, narrowed eyes squeezing out accumlated drops of carmine. 
When at last she's satisfied that he won't be bothering her or anyone else 
again, she rises to her feet and walks steadily over to Bruce's knapsack, 
where she uses his spare socks to wipe her face. Now that she has money 
and a motorbike, she can find a place in town for the day instead of 
squatting in some grimy burrow out in the woods. She has a few new 
questions that need answering. However long she lives, though, she will 
never, ever tell Lestat that he was right about other vampires. 


